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“GOOD GOD! LIONEL, IS IT REALLY
YouUum .

would be consequences., Every far-down

footfall made me hold my breath.

Tredways turned In his big chalr and
looked at Hambro sharply. *“There's a
knot I can't unite,” he confessed. *“You
told me that you telephoned to your
medical man. Where was the {nstru-
ment 7"

“In the hall,”

Tredways closed his eyes.
he got up and remarked:

“On second thought 1 am Inclined to
think your {dea of calllng upon this
precious Kellman is not such a bad one.
Where is he to be found?"

“I cannot say offhand. But he had
e glster In Lomndon, and we might get
his addréss that way. Fortunately, I
know hers, for I sent her some wine on
one occasion when Kellman told me she
was {11."

“A roundabout procedure,” sald Tred-
his address that way. Fortunately I
ways, "but the only one, and we must
take it. We will all go there at once.
Get your hat and coat, Francle, Bharp's
the word, We will crowd into a taxi.”

I was forced to expostulate, and with
reason, for the suggestion was perfectly
outrageous,

“Oh, you won't be sorry, my dear
Francie,” laughed Tredways. *On the
contrary, you will be most enormously
interested. Come along."

Fifteen minutes later the cab drew
up before a tall apartment house In a
qulet street near the Grays Inn road.
' A wearled-seeming, overworked servant
told us that Miss Kellman lived here, on
one of the upper floors, and that her
brother had been staying with her for
some months. This was a plece of good
fortune. On the othér hand, both were

Presently

A sllver coin which had elicited

that you made, from the very begin-
ning of this extraordinary case, a
profound error. I do not believa that
the man who was undoubtedly mur-
dered was your cousin Lionel at a!l.”

The fugitive from justice started as
if struck. “Not Lionel?" hc echoed.

“No, 1 feel not, I think hn was Just
merely some poor namelcss devil of
& tramp, horribly hungry, or very ill,
who tried to force a way Into your
house,”

“Impossible, He sald he
onel,” burat out the other.

*I disagree. He gaid nothing of the
sort. You asked him If he was, and
he made a murmur or slgn uf assent.
Of course he did. That was to avold
being charged with houssbreaking.
Despite his condition he kept his wits
together.”

“But—but T reconized him!" stame-
mered Hambro,

“I disagree again. You plainly said
that you had seen very little of your
cousin. Now since he had bheen left
that great property you had natu-
rally thought about hlm a great deal.
He had vanished utterly, Was he
dead? Would he ever come back?
Vital questioning for You who were
separated from a fine fortune by this

was Li-

one mysierious life, You dreamed
Lionel. You took him with your
meals, You were already prepared

possibly for as que€dr a return as his
dlseppearance had been. And when
that nameless wretch fell into your
conservatory the thought of your
relative rushed Into your mind, Be-
#ides, you said he had cut hlinself
with the glass, and blood from his face
would assist rather than check your
imaginative recognition. Also very
possibly some likeness did exist.”

At this juncture I cut in with—
““Wrong, Tredways. You have forgot-
ten the love letter and the ring with
the lock of halp'

“Which the poor feilow knew nothing
about,”” was the cool answer. “They
werc put where they were found In
order that he might seem to be Lionel
Hambro without doubt; in order that
when dead—for at that time he was
believed Lo be dying—he might be bur-
fed under that name. Yet he did not
dle a natural death, for he was murder-
ed. Who murdered him? Soms single
member of a secret gociety of miscreants
having its headquarters In the city of
Prague, which a8 famous for that sort
of vermin,

“That Lionel Hambro was once con-
nected with such a fraternity I feel cer-
tain. His mysterious doings in that
city might be a poor argument ; a much
stronger Is afforded by that abrupt fare-
well of his to soclety, Remember,
Francie, that T know something of those
rodent, those carth-burrowing brother-
hoods. There was one rooted out three
months back called 'The Upas.’ When
one of themselves deserted or, realizing
the more than doubtful methods of the
fraternigy, attempted to give informa-
tion to' the authorities, they did two
things to him: They fired a pistol ball
through the center of his left hand, mak-
Ing a clean hole there by way of brand ;
and they sentenced him to lasting ban-
ishment from every lane of life in which
he had moved. The condemned had to
cut adrift from every one he had known
and to leave his country for good. Any
attempt at return was met by death,

“I belleve that Lionel Hambro suffered
this sentence. 1t fits the facts. He van-
Ished without a word of explanation save
that brief line of good-bye to his flancee,
Buddenly, In the person of thls unknown
derelict, he seemed to have turned up.
The thing was talked about. Doubtless
the medical man chatted of it a good
deal. It swiftly reached the ears of
Lionel's enemfes, one of whom was
naturally nearby on the watch that
Lionel should not return to claim his
fortune. This emissary struck. He en-
tered the sick man's room, There was
no need for violence. He found the
phial of tincture of opium, and he used
it. He worked In the dark, remember.
He had no proper sight of the patient,
but then he had no reason to doubt,”

“But the letter in his pocket : the ring ;
the lock of hair?" 1 persisted. ““Who

‘put them there?" »

At that instant we heard the sound
of footsteps on the stalrs. Hambro
rose to hs feet, very white, the fenr
of capture staring out of -his eyes,
But Tredways went on, very steadily:

“Who put them there?. Kellman did.
Now another reason why I am sure
the murdered man was not Lionel
Hambro 1a because the disfigurement
of & hole In the middle of his left
hand was not noticed, and simply
because it was not there. If it had
been it must have been observed.
Now that Lionel was ®0o branded 1
have sure proof. What might a man
do who was 50 marked and who par-
ticularly wished to conceal the place?
He would fill the orifice 'with a plecs
of wool which he would cover with
& cireular plece of yellow—flesh-col
ered—aticking plaster.” TR
. "And such a frament. was found in
his pocket!"” I burst out.,

_ “Precisely. It was, rubbed off mc-.
gidently from t,h‘;.' very hurried

etter and

hand war came, H
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The Third of a Series of Complete
Stories by L. J. Beeston.

Lionel Hambro; and unless I am
deplorably mlstaken " Tredways
stepped to the door and flung It open
—"here 18 the gentleman!"

“Kellman!" cried Btacey In theg
Easping tone of a strangling man,

The man who entered became as
motionless as If transformed to mar-
ble. He fixed on the fugitive a look
of heart-stopping astonishment.,

“One and the same,” gald Tredways
blandly. “Slightly disguised so that
you should never recognize him, my
poor friend, Good evening to you, Mr.
Lionel Hambro. If you will be so
good as to remove that short beard,
those eyebrows and to show us your
left palm? Thank you. My case is
complete, gentlemen,'

“In persuading Btacey Hambro to
glve himself up to the police,” sald
my friend as we re-entered his rooms
an hour later, “you did the only pos-
sible thing. But I feel pretty confi-
dent that we shall clear him before
many days. Twenty minutes to mid-
night. It's late. Hadn't you better
go, Francle?"

“When 1 have asked you one or
two questions, yes.”

He yawmned and stirred the fire,

"How did you know that Kellman was
Lionel Hambro?"

‘‘Some one had put those things In the
pocket where they were “ound. Who
was there to do It save Kellman? Stacey
had made him out so mysterious a cus-
tomer. There was depth In him, I felt
sure, He put them in during the minute
when Stacey was outside in the hall,

ringing up the doctor. He belleved at
that time that the man was surely
dying. He wanted his enemles to think
that their vieflm was under grouna.
The idea was good, you will allow."

*“But after his banishment why did he
run the big and strange risk of becom-
ing & manservant to his cousin?"

“It was & wily move, belleve me. Do
you remember Poe's story of the purs
loined letter which no one could find be-
cause it was all the time openly In view
in & letter rack on a mantelplece? The
same {dea. Lionel came to the last
place where he would have been con-
sldered likely to show himeelf. His dis-
guise did the rest. But his greatest rea-
son was that he wanted to be near to
Malidie Frere."

‘*Who is still In America, however."

“Fiddlesticks. I have little doubt that
eshe im the supposed ‘sister’ with whom
he resides. I expect they are man and
wife. Bhe passes as sister In order to
aflay possible suspicion of the Upas.
8he must have been back some time,
Of course she knows all. She has been
@ splendid friend.”

“l cannot agree. She should have
made him declare himself openly.’

*“Pardon; you do not know the Upas—
more deadly than a maleficent cancer of
the worst kind.”

“That is all very flne, but Lionel
Hambro let his cousin go to prison for
killing a man who was never dead.”

“Delightfully put! But you err,
Francle, you err. There cannot be the
smallest doubt that Lionel believed that

his cousin did administer that fatal
dose of laudanum. He did not penetrate ,
as deeply into the riddie as we. Indeed,
to him (it was np riddle at all, It was
silmply that his relative had put an end |
to & man who he thought was between
him and a great property. If Lionel had *
revealed himself afterward It could
scarcely have helped his cousin, since °
killing {s killing; while it would have -
assuredly brougnc upon his own hea® |
the hidden fate that menaced him. The -
Upas would have made no second mis- .
take! Anything else? I am really hop-
ribly tired.” -
“How can you establish Stacey Hame
bro's innocence?"’ ; *:
“If you will open that drawer you will =
find full notes on my forthcoming book,
‘The Nether Steeps.’ Its fourth chapter '
is devoted to the extermination of pes- *
tilent secrpt fraternities, That section
treats of the clever rooting-up; three !
months ago, of the once-dreaded Soclety
of the Upns. There are no fewer than
forty-five of its most prominent mem-
bers now in prison, Thit one or more {
of them will accept alleviation of sen~
‘tence by speaking the entire truth of
the murder of the supposed Lionel Ham- -
bro I have but little doubt. That it wil]
be an enormous relief to that gentleman
to know that he is henceforth safe from '
his enemies goes without !a}‘lnl."ﬂl'i
will certainly act very handsomely to-
ward Stacey. Perhaps he will give him *
half the property. 1 hope he will. He '
ought to—Good night, my dear Francle.
Good night.' $ i
{Copyright, 1020.) .. ()
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By Binet-Valmer

Tranelated from the French by Willlam L,
McPherson.)

T WAS raining, and the wind was
blowing hard. The squall beat
agalnst the ruined walls of the
chureh and leaves fell in heaps

on the graves below. The cemeteries

of the Oureq hiave a sadder air than
the cemeteries of the Aisne. They
are four years old.

I am speaking of a cemetery which
{# near a still unreconstructed church.
There are monuments there, chiselsd
tombstones, erowns and inscriptions,
most of which prove how difficult it
It to express appropriately the sense
of grief. There are some graves with-
out markings or decorations. The
flelds neayr by the cemetery are cultli-
vated. The hamlet ia full of life. The
peasants pursue their toil. They have
rebuilt thelr homes, but they haven't
rebuilt the church. Perhaps they don't
want to forget?

“Madame! Mademoliselle! Get " up:
try to pull yourself together.” She
was stretched out across a pathway,
her head against a plot railing. The
rain fell in torrents on‘the poor crea-
ture—the poor black thing,

It is a distressing spectacle—a
woman fainting in a cemetery,

I took her in my arms and carrled
her to shelter within the church. The
wind tossed her wrap over her head,
The rain blinded me. I didn't see her
face,

“"Madame! Mademolselle!”

“What is it?"

“You lost consciousness. 1 plcked
you up."

8he opened her eyes. Later I saw
that she was very homely, excessive-
ly thin; her cheek bones standing out,
her forehead bulging. Bhe had an
unhealthy appearance,-a yellow com-=
plexion and hair without a sugges-
tion of poesy. But at that moment
there was a certain poesy in her ex-
presaslon. i

“I beg your pardon, monsieur. My
mind is a blank. Where am I? Ah!
It's the church in the cemetery, My
poor lost ones!"

She was very young—not more than
twenty. I thought: “She is already &
widow.” Again she sald:

“My poor lost ones!"

“Your brothers?"

s  '"No, my flance and the others.”

I had carried her into what remain-
ed of the sacristy. I rolled up my
coat to make her a pillow,

“Tell me what happened to you."

"I want to go home.”

That wasn't possible. She was too
weak, .

“Walt until the shower is over.”

“Who are you?"'

“A poldier, an officer. I came to
pray at the grave of one of my men.'"

“What was his name?”

I told her the name. S8he answered:

“I didn't know him. I was praying
at the grave of the four chasseurs—
at the big grave, you know."”

“I do. There Is a single stone with
four names on it." p

“They were .burled together, just as
they lived together. One of them was
my flance, and.the other three were on-
gaged to my three girl friends. We had

. known ene another since childhood. We
were the same village. We were
‘to he marfied the same year. Then the

dlene, Reneg, Marie and 1
them to the statien. Two

ward all ware dedd, and ¢it
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four of us were left widows before we
had even marrled.

We pet out from our village to re-
cover their bodies. We searched this
part of the country untll we found them,
We pald for the monument. Their rela-
tives remained down there, in the Jura.
We couldn't return. It was too. far
away from them, The other girls loved
them then as I love them still. I have
nothing against my three companlons.
They, too—the dead—have nothing
against them. They understand.

“At first we remained together. We
worked for a living in Paris. Helen was
a saleswoman, Henee a lady’'s mald.
Marie, who had a little money, learned
to write on a typewriter. I made hats.
We came here every week, We brought
flowers. We wept. We were loyal. But
the springtlme changed things. Helene
is pretty. Renee is a veauty. Marle
{8 a striking blond, They have for-
gotten. Not all at once. Each month
they accompanied me at least once, but
I saw that they did It grudgingly. They
were accomplishing a duty. They no
longer came because they couldn’'t stay
away. Afterward they came because
they were ashamed not to come. I kept
saying, ‘You can't desert them.'

“But one day Helene answered, 'Oh,
you bore me." It was in May and the
llacs were in bloom. I told Renee and
Marfe. They took my side and all that
summer we three came, making excuses
to, Jacques, whom Helene had aban-
doned. The next winter Renee suffered
greatly from the cold. Bhe told me, ‘I
can't go with you any longer." Neither
Marle or I blamed her; but we asked
Plerre to pardon her,

‘““The Gothas and the Zeppelins bom-
barded Paris. Marie Is timid. Bhe went
home to the Jura and found another
flance; so I had to ask Francois to for-
give her. Perhaps they envied Plerre,
to whom 1 shall never be false. You
understand, I am homely. He loved me
in spite of that, and he was the hand-
somest of them all. Our four friends!
They went away singing. I am going to
rejoin them. But life is long.

“You found me in the pathway. I
thought I should never wake up. For
an hour 1 had talked to them, I called
to them, ‘Where are you? 1 am not
much of a bellever and I haven't even
this consolation, I don't knew where
they are. I llve alone. Helene and
Renee don't want to know me any

»longer., To them I would be like a figurs
of remorse. Marie doesn't write to me
and my family say that I am a fool to
» stay on here in Purls, where I can't
make a Hving. That Is true, I don't
eat every day, And this week I couldn't
bring them any flowers.”

Bhe hid her face with her arm. Mer
sleeve was almost worn through at the
elbow.

Ah, cemeteries of our great battles.
'+ What & setting you furnish for dramas
more human than any the poets have
ever Invented! “The dead go quickly,”
said' Lafargue. Poor dead and poor
shriveled flowers! There is 80 much
‘springtime 1n the life of a young; girl!
*  *And your comrade, monsieur, did you
love him well?" Ay .

The rain had ceased, swept away. by
‘thesgale. I told her the story of my
« little soMier. The poor girl told me the
‘story of the four little chasseurs. =
" *Thank you,” she fried. “We women—
one can never tell.

than we are.” .

4 ‘

You men are better

. Then ehe §ot.to tr teet. She in really *

N

homely. I went with her to the station. -
I accompanied her to Paris. I took her
address. But when 1 went to see her I
dldn’t find her. She was at the hoa- :
pital., Afterward I visited her there.
“Well, you have been sick?" "

“I hope—"' :
And her glance seemed to travel to-
ward the distant cemetery. =

Then she fumbled under her pillow
and drew out a humble purse. .

“It's all that I have left, and it's for
them." !

That is why four chasseurs, resting In
a single grave, receive a visit from me
a8 often as I can make one—in a ceme=
tery in the suburbs of Paris, where the
heroes of the flrst victory of the Marne :

Eleep,
Copyright, 1920,

’lkky Comes Along.
(Gontinyed from’ Third Page)

Auntie, “I might use the same exe
pressions—Iif I knew how" ¢
“Hip, hip, for Auntie!" I sings out
“And as for your not knowin' how,
that easy flxed Ikky-boy and I will’
glve yuu lessons. o i
And say, after he'd finished his play
and was about ready to be tucked
into his crib, what does the young'
Jollier do but climb up in Auntie's-
lap and cuddle down folksy, all on s
his own motion. -GS
“Do you like your old Auntie, Rich-
ard?' she asks, smoothin' his red
curls 'entle, y
“Uh-hub,"” says lkky-boy, blinkin' up .

at her mushy., “Oh's a swell Auntle."
Are we back In the will again? I’
guess we are, 3
«(Copyright, 1920, by Bewell Ford.)

Shifting the Scenery.

IR HARRY LAUDER golfs with
more enthusiasm than skill, and
one day on the links he was in un-
usually bad form, ]
At the fourth hole Sir Harry dis=
lodged an unusually large sod. The
pod rose up into the alr and salled
like a great bird down the wind, and
Sir Harry's caddy, watching t, sald
to his companion: T
“Did you tell me that guy was an;
actor, Pete?” :
“Sure, BIll," said the other caddy, m-.

note of apology in his voice. "An
actor—that's what they call him" ., .
The Arat caddy took a thoughtful
chew of tobacco. -
“I'd call him a scene shifter,” he_ ;

The Poet’s Difficulty.

ROF. BRANDER MATTHEWS said
at a Columbia tea: Ghag ey T
“The mathematical mind can't ap=
preciate poetry. You remember the'::
mathematician who began Tennyson's:' >
ptirring ‘Half a league, half a league,s'’
half a league——' and then put down: *
the volume contemptuously, mutter-:'% . 3
Ing: s Ve g 3
«*'If the fellow means a league and: ~

a half why can’t he say so? | i3 Tl
“Another mathematicfan lptened to.
' & minor poet ruiltln[ ne of his own' ;.
songa—a soug that sald the ‘poet's 1
: body was in the office,  but hisseul® |
. vu.:a the equntry, communing wlth" | o€
nature, . e Lot Sl o
- -“Asied afterward ‘what he thdught'
+ ¢f the song, the mkthemuticianega ‘ht

.

h‘il
<TiWelh that poet isn't the Arat, e it
who conldn’( keep bogy ':nd nuf'h.; i( Z:;‘
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